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I give massive gratitude to my love who gave me 
endless and unconditional support through challenging 
times. Our story happened in the midst of all of this, and so 
I promise her that it will be told in the future. I hold great 
passion for our past in my heart, and so I cannot fully rest 


until it has been chronicled — for her sake, and mine. 


I give love to all of the participants in these stories, 
no matter which way their paths have gone. The nostalgia 
of these experiences weighs on me to this day, and so I hope 


this book can recapture some of those times for both of us. 


To my mother who gave me the strength and free- 
dom to live life to the fullest, I am forever grateful. I bring 
with me unforgettable lessons and abilities that will serve 
me until the end. I could not have asked for a better moth- 
er, nor friend, to understand and guide me through life, to 


embolden me to live by faith and benevolence. 


To Nick for discipline and resolve, who gave me the 


skills for living my father never could. 


All glory to God for the strength he gave me to 
finish this work, and his divine guidance through difficulty. 


For his blessings too numerous to count, and unending love. 


The Patterns of Existence 


Amid a large collection of intensely nostalgic 
memories, a strong force pushes me to recollect and tell 
my experiences. Though ideas of modifying these stories 
to preserve my innocence has proved enticing in the past, I 
have decided that the truth is entertaining and liberating. 

I claim what I share is a truthful recollection of the past; 
however, it is inevitable that my perceptions and biases have 
been applied to the writing. The perceived meaning and 
retrospection that I realized from these times is particularly 
telling. Many of the experiences I had came as a result of 
me chasing meaning, and so to build a picture and under- 


stand the story, this will be a fundamental part. 


The true challenge in telling a story is where to be- 
gin. The interdependence of events within the chronological 
universe creates a profound difficulty in providing a thor- 
ough understanding of the characters within a story. This 
is different from a fictitious tale, in which the author can 
artificially manifest both the beginning and end of a totali- 
ty. It is the nature of things within our world that insepara- 
ble circumstances follow an infinite flow of causality, and as 
such all details of the cosmos are connected. I would drive 
myself insane attempting to divulge every aspect of this and 
its relation to consciousness, and then translate such things 
into writing. I cannot deny that all details are fundamental 
because they form the web of matter, but the goal of writing 


is not to replicate this. Instead, it is to journey to and expe- 


rience a time frame where a profound set of circumstances 


is manifested out of the heart of the universe. 


On these pages, I have the privilege of walking 
with you through my past. I am not a guide, rather a fellow 
voyager, burdened with a heavy curiosity and desire for un- 
derstanding. Though we do not share the same experiences, 
we do exist together in a state of perpetual change. As such, 
our desire to hold onto what has been is mutual, yet there 
is no way to go back but through an immersive story. These 
tales are not meant to shock or impress. Instead, I want to 
experience all of these things with you. I want to feel every- 


thing all over again, together. 


‘There is no great reason to tell these stories on a 
static timeline. Instead, I have pieced together the past 
based on its perception-altering qualities. In this way, the 
delayed gratification caused by time can be skipped. The 
book is then unbound, and evolves not towards a traditional 
conclusion, but rather as strings to be connected. Therefore, 
each of these stories comes from different moments in time 
to not only solve the mystery of nostalgia, but also to clear 
the fragments of a bleary mirror. As the image reveals itself, 
the meaning of the refractions will be clarified, but only 
when the whole picture is unveiled can the delusions be 
ended and the truth shine through. 


Chapter 1 


One Day of Senior Year 


The February morning was cold and gray outside 
my urban childhood home, and I was done with my routine, 
on the way to school. I pushed outside to the driveway with 
my backpack slung over one shoulder, balancing a mug of 
hot Earl Grey tea spilling on my hand. It would add to the 
collection of ceramic cups piling up in my locker, the result 
of me running late for the past month. Senoritis had come 


on hard. 


Crunchy ice on the driveway battled with the soles 
of my flat black sneakers as I walked over to my truck. 
She was shiny red in some spots, and a pale pink in others. 
Flaking rust plagued her wheel-wells and underbody, and 
the pungent smell of oil and grime created an aura around 
her. She had an 8-foot bed with a broken tailgate, and a 
big Triton V8 motor that ran strong; my first vehicle that I 
relied on for trips back and forth to school and swim prac- 
tice during the brutal winter. She even had a little personal 
touch of a 2-foot scratch and a cracked taillight from the 


time I had backed into the sycamore on our street. 


I nimbly opened the driver side door and lobbed my 
bag into the passenger seat. The aromas of unburned gaso- 
line and exhaust fumes amplified as I entered the cab, and 


were trapped as I shut the door. I paused for a moment in 


the cold silence, letting the reality of the day sink in before 
bringing the engine to life. She had a moment to warm up 
while I took sips of the bitter tea that was too hot to guz- 

zle. Then, I revved the motor in park a few times to make a 


fearsome growl before shifting into drive and coasting off. 


I pushed down the gas pedal, soaring to the end of 
the icy street to pick up my friend. I slowed down a few 
houses from his, and noticed some familiar details along the 
road. The first to catch my eye was a divet in the snow down 
to the asphalt. This bore the shape of an upright wheel, 
and pointed towards tire tracks and the indent of the front 
end of a car on the snowy curb. Bits of plastic and frozen 
clumps of sand dotted the road and I could not help but 
giggle at my memory of the previous night. 


I parked outside Slater’s house and tapped my horn 
a few times. A couple minutes of impatient waiting later, I 
watched him laze out of the snow-covered house and lock 
the door. He had a sleek form and squinty pale blue eyes 
that were glazed over from his ritualistic morning bake 
session. His pasty-white skin almost blended with curly 
blonde hair, and a familiar sly grin grew as he got closer to 
the truck. He opened the passenger door, and I met him 
with a “Yo.” 


“Hey, fucker, you made my dad real suspicious last 


night” he said. 


“If you hadn't made me drive you home after dab- 
bing and had just walked your lazy ass two blocks, that 
wouldn't have happened.” I retorted. 


“What the hell did you even do last night?” he 
asked, shutting the door. 


“After I dropped you off, I tried to clear the curb 
with my truck instead of multi pointing the backup,” I 


started until breaking with laughter at my own actions. 


“Well, that was a great idea!” he yelled. 


aT? 


ve done it before but never on dabs. Or in the 
winter. It wasn't the best choice.” I could not help but to 
continue laughing at the mess I'd created. Evidence of high 
shenanigans littered Slater’s road, and I eased off slowly to 
take it all in. 


“Anyway, when I realized I couldn't make it over 
the curb, I put my truck in reverse and punched the gas 
pedal which made a rut in the snow on the road. The truck 
wouldnt move, as each time I put it into drive, it just ended 
up further in the snowbank. I tried putting it into reverse, 


but that just made the rut bigger.” 


We started out onto the main road, passing the local 
liquor store decorated with a big barrel banner. This was right 


across the street from the grocery store where Slater worked. 


“So, I figured I’'d go ahead and use some of the 
play sand I keep in the bed on the wheels to try to get 


some traction.” 
“Yeah, that’s what I would have done.” 


“Well, little did I know that sand just turns into a 


block under twenty degrees. I first tried using my ice scrap- 
er to cut open the bag which just broke the cheap plastic. 
Then, I figured I'd bust the bag open, so I stood in the truck 
bed and chucked the block down onto the concrete.” 


“I can see your ass out there in the middle of the 
night, high as fuck, just smashing a bag of sand against 
the road.” 


“T figured it was the best choice at that point.” 


We turned at the familiar intersection marked by the 
indoor smoking quickstop, a fish chicken place that went 
out of business every other year, the public library, and an ice 


cream store that had changed ownership a dozen times. 


“So I helplessly tried using the sandbag which did 
absolutely nothing.” I told him. I remembered kicking a 
block of sand out of sheer anger and numbing my toe, but 
figured I would spare him that detail. “That’s when I came 
and knocked on your window and told you that I was 


stuck.” 


“I went and got my dad and then some shovels. 
When you were gone he must have thought I was tripping,” 
Slater replied. 


“Man, all I could think about was how I was going 
to have to leave my truck there overnight and walk home. 
Not to mention how clear it was that I had tried to drive 


over the curb like an idiot. I figured you were my last hope.” 


Continuing down the straight road to school, we 
passed familiar houses and a park that I'd walked hundreds 


of times. 


“Well, I managed to get out when I made a big 
indent in the road by going forwards and backwards. 
Eventually, the snowbank was compressed enough that I 
could get the speed to get out. I felt such a wave of relief 
when I was finally driving down your road towards home.” 


I concluded. 


“That’s crazy, man. You just left all that stuff on the 
road too, huh?” he asked. I could not help but laugh more. 


“Yup, I just wanted to get home.” 


Our morning commute came to a close as we 
arrived at school, and though more would come, this one 
was done. Now was time to begin the day and work our 
way through the final semester of high school classwork. I 
paid no special attention to this particular day; it is merely a 
humorous story that Slater and I had shared. To me, it was 
a reason to never dab and drive, though I broke that rule 
many more times: To Slater, perhaps it was just another day 


of tomfoolery with his high school friend. 


Regardless of what either of us felt after that day, I 
never could have guessed how much a simple and seeming- 
ly trivial event would weigh upon me. Perhaps that senti- 
ment is not experience exclusive, rather a nostalgia for all 


that was happening in that time. Slater was my best friend, 


and we shared countless meaningful times together in this 
era. Without him, senior year would have been far less 
unique-he brought out in me a blissful apathy. He taught 
me to not take things too seriously, to be easy on myself, 


and to embrace the path of revelry-for better and for worse. 


Chapter 2 


Sugar, Oil, and Fire 


The summer night air poured in through the win- 
dows of Heub’s black Jeep. He drove while Bo sat passenger 
side and I got to control the mp3 station from the back. We 
were bored and desperate, looking for fun despite sobriety 
and teenage malaise. Our standard was high; we had been 
pranking together for years. Ding-dong-ditching, tp-ing, 
and laser pointers in neighbors windows brought us great 
joy at the expense of others. The closer we got to gradu- 
ating high school, the more intense our pranks got, as did 
the threshold for a fun night. That was all behind us now, 
though. Graduation was months in the past, yet here we 
were, driving around aimlessly, trying to hatch up a plan for 


the evening. 


The three of us were pretty similar; 160-pound, lean 
framed 17 year olds with impetuous dispositions. Heubert 
had ginger brown, crew cut hair with a rounded nose, pasty 
white complexion, freckles, and guilty eyes. Rarely could you 
catch him frowning. Bo had a tan complexion with long 
lashes above blue eyes. His hair was moppy and dirty blonde 
atop a narrow face, and he usually wore a subtly wistful ex- 
pression except when in the midst of hooliganism or novelty. 
Then there was me with platinum blonde, split ended, and 
lengthy hair, bleached by the chlorine of a pool. Dark blue 


eyes, a freckle just above my lip, and my dad’s heroic jawline. 
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We cruised by high school, former classmates’ 
houses, and ever so familiar points in space. There was no 
reminiscence on this night. No talk of our times shared in 
highschool or the incredible series of events that had led 
us up to this particular point. The only focus was on having 
fun. Senior summer was here, and though none of us knew 
exactly when or how we would go our separate ways, we 
understood it was inevitable, even in our naive youth. Now 
was the time to make memories, lest the night go unfilled, 


and be lost to the many others we had shared. 


The moon rose high into the dark sky as we care- 
lessly emitted and devised plans for a thrill. Nothing in the 
realm of hooliganism was off the table. Tp-ing and dough- 
nutting were our most utilized methods of bringing strife 
into the lives of those with whom we had a score to settle. 
‘The rush of trespassing in the dark of night was unpar- 
alleled, as was the joy of leaving debris on the lawns and 
houses of kids we knew. Our primary reference was the old 
school phonebook, where we had access to all the address- 
es of our classmates. Our secondary source was word of 
mouth: where we had friends on our sports teams or extra- 


curricular activities who had the desired information. 


We cackled at the thought of our schoolmates wak- 
ing up to a house blanketed in bleached white strands of 
single-ply. The cheapest toilet paper was the best choice not 
only because we were poor highschoolers, but also because 
of its unique property of disintegrating into unretrievable 


pieces. Even then, enough paper to cover a house was still 


expensive, and a more economic option was to raid the local 
doughnut chain dumpster. Once again, we jovially toyed 
with thoughts of claiming the cars and yards of students by 
gifting them soggy dough rings saturated with fry oil and 
sugar that had been melted by the summer heat. 


The memories of these times were, unfortunately, 
better than any plans for future ones, and an unmistakable 
sadness existed within all of us that would not allow itself to 
be revealed. The fact of the matter was, high school was over. 
‘The satisfaction that lay in hearing rumours around school 
of someone who got tped would never come. Our class had 
moved on and would never go back, but here we were, cling- 
ing to the past. Whether we held onto our fading delinquent 
ideologies in an attempt to relive all of our glorious weekends 
together, or to simply get a thrill, there was no question that 
we fought hard against the looming change. 


As the green digital clock on the dashboard got 
closer to midnight, our urgency grew. The night would 
come to a close within the next three hours, and if we did 
not do something soon, it would be wasted. We made a 
unanimous decision to pay a visit to the local doughnut 
chains dumpster and scope out a nice big bag. We did not 
exactly have a plan for what to do with it, but having been 
through this ritual a dozen times before, we had no doubt 
it would be given some purpose. The doughnut shop was 
located on the corner of two busy streets with a large shop- 
ping center behind it. At first glance, this would seem to be 


a terrible location to attempt a dumpster dive, but this fact 
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worked in our favour. We blended in with traffic, and there 


were multiple escape routes to main roads from the store. 


Heub was always cautious when approaching situa- 
tions such as these, much the opposite of Bo. Heub was of- 
ten the voice of reason, presenting worst case scenarios, and 
offering discouragement when the situation was not ideal. 
Bo, on the other hand, was reckless. He had little to no con- 
cern with being caught and focused primarily on the fun 
of the adventure. There was no room for worry with him, 
merely a straight path to completing the prank. I assumed 
the role of mediary between the differing approaches. With 
the three of us, there was no room for ties. I am convinced 
that had it only been Heub and I, no pranks would have 
been completed; and had it been only Bo and I, we most 


certainly would have been caught red handed. 


As we approached the doughnut shop, the heart 
pounding thrill of what we were about to do was ever so 
weaker than it had been before. Heub pulled the car up a 
few paces away from the dumpster and parked close for a 
quick plunder and getaway. Tonight was Bo’s turn to get 
the doughnuts; he and I would alternate the role of watcher 
and carrier for this stunt while Heub was always the driv- 
er. The two of us gingerly got out of the car and walked as 
casually as we could to a dumpster filled with doughnuts at 
midnight. The gate was unlocked, and I stood watch while 
ushering Bo into the brick cube surrounding the disturb- 
ingly large green cans. I kept my eyes peeled on the back 
door of the shop where employees periodically brought out 
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trash, and within seconds, Bo was hissing “go, go, go!” 


I quickly sprinted away from the trash can, feeling 
an immense sense of vulnerability and a burning down my 
spine. I turned around once I was a short distance from the 
car and saw Bo hauling a 60-pound bag of greasy dough- 
nuts. As long as no one saw us in this short window of time, 
we would be in the clear. Once Bo was just over halfway to 
the car, the plastic bottom of the bag began to sag like a full 
diaper and eventually ripped. His expression changed from 
urgency to disregard as he dropped the bag in the middle 
of the lot and ran over to the car. We both jumped in and 
Heub immediately asked, “Did you get them?” 


“No, the bag tore and I didn’t want it to get all over 


your car,” Bo immediately responded. 


“What are we going to do now? Just leave it?” I 
asked as we began heading towards the main street. “We 
g g 


could try to get another one.” 
“That was the only one in there, dude,” Bo said. 


In that moment, a small tube caught my eye on the 


floor of the car, and a brilliant idea came to mind. 


“What if we lit this artillery shell in it?” I asked 
excitedly. 


There was silence for a moment, followed by a curt 


statement from Bo. “Okay, but you do it.” 


Before Heub or reason could weigh in, I grabbed 


14 


the firework and ran out of the car towards the pathetic bag 
of fat and sugar. I quickly stuffed the shell a few inches into 
the doughnuts, and held a red lighter flame to the fuse. That 
particular moment felt like eternity, until the fuse flared to 
life, and set in place a countdown until a colorfully criminal 
explosion. Within seconds I was slamming the door to the 
back seat, watching out the rear windshield as Heub sped 
away from the scene. An eruption of purple sparks and 
doughnut chunks filled the sky for a brief, legendary sec- 
ond, followed by a steady fire that enveloped the bag. 


We howled in laughter as Heub gunned it out of 
the parking lot onto the main road. 


“That thing was still on fire!” Bo announced. 
“I can't believe you just did that,” Heub said. 


“We gotta see if it keeps burning!” Bo insisted. 


“Turn up here into this gas station.” 


Making a completely inconspicuous turn, we pulled 
into a spot and collected ourselves for a brief moment. The 
infiltration, the doughnuts and the explosion-it all hap- 
pened so fast. We could not reveal even a sliver of suspicion 


though; we had to be just three guys grabbing some soda. 
“Do you guys want anything?” Heub asked. 


“Tm good for now,” I answered while Bo was already 
getting out of the car to head in. I watched the two of them 
select sugary beverages and sheepishly pay the attendant. I 
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looked directly at Heub as he walked out of the store with 
a guilty smirk on his face and a green Monster in hand. Bo 
followed soon after, guzzling a Mountain Dew Black Label 
as he pushed open the door. 


A brief silence after the two of them entered the car 
was broken by Heub cracking his beverage and asking: “You 


guys want to go see if it’s still burning?” 


Bo and I jinxed each other with a definitive yes, and 
soon we were pulling back out onto the main road. We took 
our time getting up to speed until the smoldering bag was 


in clear view. 


“Tt’s still going!” Bo exclaimed as Heub increased 


speed, leading us away from the grease fire. 


I watched from the back seat as the fire drew further 
from view before scanning for any witnesses. We seemed to 
be in the clear, so I lazed into the seat with a big smile and 
slight feeling of guilt and responsibility. I mean, no one was 
dumb enough to drive their car over a fire in the street, right? 
I just hoped the security cameras didn’t catch us. Perhaps the 
most vile part was the pollution; what a terrible thing to spew 


into the environment. Still, that was awesome. 


Before I knew it, we were pulling up outside the 
large sycamore near my house. Both of my friends’ bever- 
ages were gone, and it was time to go in for the night. We 
quietly entered the house and whispered about how long 
the bag would burn before ruling the night a success. I pre- 
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pared sleeping arrangements which consisted of a mattress 
pulled out from underneath my bed and a big leather couch 
in the living room. I gathered some extra pillows and blan- 
kets for my friends, and then the three of us were off asleep 
for the night. 


Little did I know, not only would this be the last 
time we would steal doughnuts together, but it also would 
be one of the last times I rode around aimlessly at night 
with them, searching for fun. If someone had told me that 
it would be the last time, I would not have believed them. 
I never thought much about the future, only the times we 
had together. So much had changed since our first nights 
of foolish adventure together, and what seemed like trivial 
times that would be shared indefinitely, soon were left to 


the past. 


The profound difference I find from being in the 
midst of those times, and reflecting upon them, is the great 
sentiment I have attached to their simplicity. What once was 
just another night with my friends is now a potent memory 


of experiences I can never go back to, but in thought. 


Chapter 3 


Wilx Park 


While biking home from school on a mild spring 
afternoon, the damp air saturated my lungs and glazed my 
skin. I had plans with two of my sophomore friends, Slater 
and Max. They were going to pick me up at home and then 
head to a park near Max’s house on the other side of town. 
‘These guys had been my buddies for over five years, and so 
it seemed like a fun way to spend a Friday night. Once I 
made it home from school, I told my mom that I was going 
to the park to play frisbee and then video games after with 
friends. She gave me the usual motherly monologue to be 


careful, but had no reason to be suspicious. 


That feeling of coming home from school on a Friday 
was a fine blend of relief and excitement. Not only would I 
have some freedom from the repetitive grind, but also time 
for video games and debaucherous activity with friends. 
Spring made it all that much sweeter, as I was finished with 
four months of swimming six days a week, and would not 
have to wake up early tomorrow and jump into a cold pool 
for three hours. Winter was gone, and glorious spring weath- 


er was here, ripe for adventure and longboarding. 


I was a bit nervous though. Slater would be driving 
and almost all of my time in a car had been spent with my 


mom and grandma. I did have a learners permit that gave 
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me an awareness of what was happening on the road, but 
ultimately my life would be in the hands of my friend. He 
gave me no reason to distrust him and had demonstrated 
proficiency in the past, but I figured it only natural to have 


an underlying sense of caution. 


I impatiently waited at the window until I saw my 
friends roll up across the street in a white 2001 Honda 
Civic. I jumped out onto the porch of my snug home and 
made my way over to the car. Opening the door, I noted 
how thin the metal was, and the small back seat. A crash in 
this vehicle meant certain demise for all of us, and a loom- 
ing thought of being trapped invaded my mind. I tried to 
ignore it, and soon the three of us were heading down my 


street, tunneled by the lime green canopy of thick trees. 


Slater sat in the driver’s seat wearing a white ath- 
letic quarter zip and black sport shades. Above them, short 
blonde hair fell into small curls, and his cheeks were rosy 
red against skin bleached white from the winter months. 
Max sat passenger side with a similar rosy cheeked appear- 
ance and sleek brown hair that reached forward to the top 
of his cheekbones. We all had slender statures and attitudes 
of indolence, perfectly aligning with the stigma of rebellious 


teenage boys. 


‘The only thing I had brought was a frisbee, no 
wallet, pocketknife, water bottle, phone, or key. I had no 
worries of having money to buy food, or a method to call 


home if something went wrong. I was just focused on the 


